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am near that quality of mind which explains
London's greatness through stormy centuries ; that
tenacious clinging to tradition, that pride in ancient
privileges, the jealous guarding of every letter of an
ancient constitution, which has enabled London to
be a kingdom within a kingdom, and to elect a man
who for a year may walk before the King's son
within the gates of the City.

The aldermen who have ' passed the chair * retire.
The liverymen give a great shout as names are
offered to them for election ; and then, having the
verdict of the Livery, the aldermen troop out to
elect the new Lord Mayor of London. It may be
a shadow of a former ceremony, just a pale reflection,
but in that reflection lies something of London's
ancient strength.

They come back.

The new Lord Mayor shows himself to the Livery,
who applaud him. He promises to be a good Lord
Mayor, and the Livery applaud again. Everybody
then makes speeches congratulating everybody else,
including a member of the cabinet who is described
as c Secretary of State for War and Grocer ' (I love
that c grocer') ; and the Court of Common Hall
is over.

Outside, the Lord Mayor-elect and the Lord
Mayor sit side by side in a swaying State coach
drawn by four spanking bay horses. Out of one
window sticks the Sword of the City of London;
from the other peeps the Mace. Four trumpeters
in jockey caps and gold tunics blow a mighty fan-
fare and proceed, walking slowly, before the coach
between lines of Londoners, into Cheapside, and on
towards the Mansion House, It is a great moment!

c Tommy rot!5 growls a man on the kerbstone.
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